Strangers who try to sell jewels are sometimes held by
the police. Women who try to sell jewels are often
robbed.

In the gay talk of her friends in The City during the
last four years, she had heard much of jewels and
jewellers. She had heard of the firms of Avarni, in
Alexandria, and of the great Mithridates, the Persian, at
Antioch. She had seen the sign of Mithridates a little
way up the street from her hotel; she would go there
betimes on the morrow. She went to bed that night in
some anxiety, yet telling herself that all would be well;
had not the saint said so?

In the morning, she selected the choicest of her pieces
and set out to Mithridates' shop, which was a long, well-
lighted studio, with a counter and show-cases at one end,
and working jewellers at the other. Mithridates, a short,
upright Persian with a face of much goodness and
probity, stood near the door. Her heart was cheered by
his face; she saw that he would not try to cheat her. He
knew at a glance, by the instinct of his craft, that she
had come to sell, not to buy.

"Take a seat, lady," he said. "You have some piece
that you wish me to see?"

"I wish to sell this," she said, handing the piece,

He took it, looked at it; put it on the counter and
touched it in a peculiar way; then lifted it again and
examined it with minute attention.

"Were these stones sold to you as genuine?" he asked.

"They were sold as genuine. Surely there is no
doubt?"

"No. These are not genuine. They are the very best
make-believe, in a very fine setting. The setting is
precious; worth twenty pieces perhaps. The stones are
not worth three. My man John is perhaps better at
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